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" A good start that/' said Hanson to me
" Perhaps, after all, we never shall start. Must
be a rum chap, that Purdy."

He told me the Medea's crowd was there, but
perhaps Macandrew had already signed, and so
would not appear. That meant I might not see
him for another year ; but as I left the office I
found him coming up its steps outside, and not as
though there were the affairs of a month to be got
into two days, but in leisurely abstraction. He
might have been making up his mind that, after
all, there was no need to call there, for he was
studying each step as if he were looking for the
bottom of a mystery. His fingers were twirling
the little ivory pig he carries as a charm on
his watch-guard. The pig is supposed to
assist him when he is in a difficulty. He raised
his eyes.

" Anyhow," he despaired to me with irrele-
vance, " I can^t do anything for him."

I waited for the chance of a clue. " I thought,"
Macandrew quietly soliloquized, " he knew better
than that. He's been a failure, but all the same,
he's got a better head than most of us. She's sure
to bring him to grief,5'